Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 




600082396Y 



•% 




i 





! I 



I i 



^t §^rnarbme. 



1 1 



I : 



I 




^ 



5?- 



I I 



I ' 



I 



I I 



(^z— 

>;'®-- 





t MttMt Aim: 




A DRAMATIC POEM. 



9 Edit oi ti|e iFifUentii Centurg. 



BY THE AUTHOBESS OF 



POEMS BY L. 



LONDON : 
EDWAED T. WHITPIELD, 178, STEAND. 

1862. 



^6^^? 



./ 




4^/. 




■© 




§ramalis "^txBonix. 



Count de V . 

St. Bebnabdine , . . . A Priest 

Mebdon An old blind Peasant. 

Ebnst His son, 

Lilian His adopted daughter. 

Lady A shipmate of St. Bemardine. ' 

Woman with Childbbn . His companions in the desert. 
Old Cbone. 
Captain, etc. 
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ST. BERNARDINE. 



One wintry eve, when twilight's hour 
Had east around its deepening shade, 
And driving flakes of fallen snow 
More dreary still the landscape made, 
A little child, a& fair and frail 
As you in blessed home might find. 
An old blind man led by the hand. 
Nor murmured at the inclement wind ; 
" Come on," she said, " O Father dear ; 
Far off I see blue smoke arise, 
We must descend this mountain path ; 
Within yon vale the cottage lies." 
As thus she spake, there passed her by 
A proud man in his cloak of fur. 
And, as with folded arms he trod. 
Intently hath he gazed on her ; 
And this his thought, if we could read 
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ST. BERNARDINE : 



The workings of his inner heart : 

" Though lord am I, a beggar thou, 

Wretched am I, and blest thou art." 

Not cloak of fur or rich attire 

Warm the cold heart on wintry night ; 

Not ragged garments thence exclude, 

Though chill the frame, heaven's peace and light, 

So cold and proud, that stern lone man 

His steps unto his castle bent. 

And to the aged sire her arm. 

The little girl supporting lent. 

'Twas but a poor lone cot they sought. 

Where lived an aged man and dame. 

But brightly shone in its recess 

With vivid glow the fire's warm flame. 

The wanderers were admitted here 

To rest them till the coming day ; 

But never dawned that morning's light 

On which the old man took his way : 

Infirm with age, the wintry blast 

The fountain of his blood had dried. 

And e'er the midnight bell had tolled, 

The wanderer, alas ! had died. 

Yet, ere his spirit fled, he sought. 

But vainly sought, some words to speal^ 

Of much impoirt unto the child ; 

Yet powerless was he, faint and weak 

And he than this could say no more : 
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" Thou art not kin or kith of mine ; 
Oh ! well preserve this talisman^ 
This ivory cross, for it is thine/' 
"No child of thine !'' fair Lilian cried, 
'* Save thee, no father have I known ; 
And must I tread the world's wide paths. 
Deserted, friendless, and alone ?" 
No, not alone, — the all-seeing God 
Who watcheth all, takes care of thee ; 
And hearken ! the old peasant saith, 
" Thou shalt be daughter, child, to me/' 
God's blessing on thee, honest heart ; 
In Heaven's great book is writ this deed. 
And in the appointed time, shalt thou. 
Receive a just and fitting meed. 



II. 

Now to the lordly castle home 
That stands upon a neighbouring hill, 
A flight we'll take, for there resides 
The princely lord, whose sovereign will 
Rules all the land for miles around : 
The peer he was whose stern cold eye 
On the old man and Lilian glanced. 
When shivering they passed him by. 
Why is he thus so proud and cold ? 
Why ever doth he shun his peers ? 
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ST. BERNARDINE : 




Vfhy is his hair blanched o'er with snow 
Though in the prime of manhood's years? 
He hath all worldly goods in store. 
The acres round belong to him. 
And Fortune's lavish hand hath poured 
His cup of wealth unto the brim. 

Presumptuous mortal, dare not think < 

To measure bliss by worldly store ; 

Nor deem the inner heart grows bright 

When Fortune's cup is running o'er. 

Hark to the thoughts for long immured 

In the poor solitary's mind, 

That now to give him transient ease. 

In few brief words expression find. 

'' Oh, God 1 how bitter is the cross 

That for my one black crime I bear ! 

The very poorest child on earth. 

Being innocent, bids me despair. 

The shivering beggar, as she takes 

Her way forlorn through ice and snow. 

Claims our compassion and our tears : • 

A heavier penalty I know ; 

Though Pride thus whisper, ' Lord of all 

This vast domain, it is thy lot. 

Thine every wish shall be fulfilled,' 

The tempter can deceive me not. 

Hence I hence I thou shadowy ghost, begone. 
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A DRAMATIC FOEU. 

That tell'st me truths I would not hear, 
Descending at the midnight hour 
To hiss like serpent in mine ear. 
Oh! I would give these worthless lands. 
My rank, my title, and my fame, 
Upon life's threshold now to stand 
With pure and with unsullied name. 
To rid me of my curse, I'd be 
The beggar-child I met last night ; 
Who half-imploring turned on me 
An eye so full of peaceful light. 
E'en such an one, might she have been, 
To early death by me consigned. 
The tempter's voice too loudly spoke ; 
My lands I gained, but peace resigned. 
And now the curse is working strong, 
I cannot join the homes of men ; 
Each joyful glance I meet with there, 
Thrusts me to solitude again. 



Ah, ah t a thought posseseeth me ; 

It comes from heaven j my heart grows bright : 

O God, God, extend thy hand, 

And save me from these realms of night. 

Hence I hence I ye thronging forms of bell. 

Ye shadowy apparitions, licnce ! 

Come, better angels of Besolve, 

Love, Faith, and Hope, and Penitence. 




Far off they come, but whisper thus, 
' No smile of light we turn on thee. 
Who to obtain the wealth of time, 
Hast bartered an eternity/ 
They shade their faces from my view. 
Those blessed angels of the light ; 
And round me troop demoniac forms, 
HelVs shadowy legions, dark as night ! 
• ••••• 

Hence, hence, avaunt from ^fore mine eye ; 
Is there no spirit that hath power 
To give me peace and light and hope. 
For one, for but one transient hour?^^ 

[!Z%e Coant^V^ down and conceals his face with his 
hands, while, unperceived by him, the Priest St. 
Bebi^abdine enters, and for some time stands si- 
lently beside him, at length addresses him, 

ST. BERNARDIN£. 

Dear Count, your pardon I demand. 

Intruding at unwonted hour, 

For hark ! the overhanging clouds pour down 

Their tribute in unceasing shower. 

Yet this for a poor wandering friar 

May title to forgiveness be. 

The interest he sincerely takes. 

Presumes to take. Sir Count, in thee. 
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COUNT. 



These walls be shelter to you, Priest ; 
But as for social speech, my mood, 
St. Bernardine, doth me incline 
Alone to seek for solitude. 
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ST. BERNARDINE. 



T grieve to have disturbed you, Count, 
Nor do permit that you retire, 
Myself will to the porch descend ; 
^Tis but a shelter 1 require. 
Yet Bernardine, my name alone — 

COUNT. 

As saint, in these parts, are you known ; 

For he who hath a saint been made, 

Ere in the dust his bones are laid, 

By people^s breath, hath claims as just, 

As they can have in Popes who trust. 

Rest here, Sir, rest ; I had not thought 

One human heart had sought for me. 

lA pause. 

Say, lives there one on earth, good Monk, 
To sympathize with misery ? 

ST. BERNARDINE. 

The man that doth his brother love. 
For him. Sir Count, can deeply feel. 



-\9 



'/a^ ^o^ 

^^--. Ye) 

' I « i 

> I 8 ST. BEB.XABDINE : I 

I I \ ■ 

[ . I I 

I . 



I 



n^ 



And lead him to that holy well 
Whose living tide all wounds may heaL 

COUNT. 

You speak as unto lambs, whose feet 
Had careless strayed from pastures green ; 
And not as unto him whose heart 
Deep dyed in guilt and crime hath been. 
Say, can the leopard change his spots ? 
The blackened skin be white at will ? 
No ; and the heart from heaven estranged. 
From heaven, impure must wander still. 

ST. BERNARDINE. 

Although impossible to man 
The miracles of God appear, 
(For to our blindness it doth seem, 
That he who hath, from year to year, 
The pathway trod whose downward way 
Dcclineth unto death and hell. 
Of God and of eternal peace 
Hath taken evermore farewell,) 
How often is the wanderer not 
Through trial brought to kiss the rod. 
And humbly own how great the love. 
The chastening mercy of his God I 
But you, Sir Count, tread not this path. 
Of you alone the neighbours say, 
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" We think the Count hath troubled thoughts, 
That keep him from our haunts away." 

COUNT. 

The reason they assign is true, 

If thus, St. Bernardine, they speak ; 

My thoughts are troubled to their depths. 

ST. BERNARDINE. 

Seek God, Sir Count ; man's power is weak. 

COUNT. 

It is too late for me to cant, 

And kneel, and prate of things divine ; 

^Tis not my wont to supplicate, 

It is too late, St. Bernardine. 

ST. BERNARDINE. 

It never is too late to kneel 
Before the mercy-seat of God, 
And bow, in humbleness of heart. 
Our spirit ^neath his chastening rod. 
At the eleventh hour may come, 
He who possesseth heart sincere ; 
At no time, 'fore the Lord of Hosts 
May canting hypocrite appear. 

count; 
O thou whom I would call my friend. 
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10 ST. BERNARDINE : 

Of all the men I e'er have known. 
In that thou seekest not the Count, 
But the poor sinful man alone, 
Listen to me ; I crave thine aid, 
And I will tell thee what till now 
By other ear was never heard ; 
And then, St. Bernardine, e'en thou 
Wilt shun me, knowing what I am. 
And see Cain's mark writ on my brow. 
And point me out as cursed by Heaven 
Yes, I will tell the secret o'er 
That makes this earth a hell to me. 
And circleth with its shadow dark. 
Past, present, and futurity. 

ST. BERNARDINE. 

Wliate'er it be, I'll shun thee not. 
But strive to guide thee to thy peace. 
Well knowing there is One above 
Who hath the power to give release 
From sinful thoughts, and dire regrets. 
And shadowy forms that mar our rest. 

COUNT. 

St. Bernardine, I ne'er may be 
Enrolled amongst the happy blest. 
Listen the tale that I will tell. 
And judgment pass upon me then. 
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My fate I leave within thy hand, 

I single thee from other men, 

Not that the priest^s robe thou dost wear, 

And so to judge hast rightful claim ; 

But that within thine inner heart 

Burns the pure light of virtue's flame, 

Undarkened by a single shade, 

Holy thou art, and pure within ; 

I will submit to thy decree, 

God grant it expiate my sin. 

ST. BEKNAHDINE. 

Alas ! unto a poor frail man 
Who doth repentance daily need, 
An awful charge you give, yet speak. 
Attentively your words I'll heed. 

COUxVT. 

Know then, that in mine earlier years, 
I was my mother's favourite child ; 
My father died when we were young. 
And she her gloom of heart beguiled 
By listening to each half-lisped word 
That I, an infant, strove to say ; 
Each smile of mine recalled the lord 
Who wooed her on a happier day. 
My only brother, many years 
Older than I, in foreign clime 
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His studies to complete with care. 
Hath diligently passed his time. 
At times his shadowy form doth flit 
All spcctral-lilce across my brain. 
Then strive I to kneel down and ask 
For pardoning mercy — but in vain. 
Brief be my word : my youth's first love. 
Devoted, passionate, and true. 
Was given unto one whose heart 
For me no kind responses knew. 
My brother home returned, and he. 
Unconscious, wooed the self-same fair. 
And soon her love to him was given. 
The bridal robe she soon doth wear. 
Maddened with rage, I left ray home ; 
My doating mother was no more ; 
And thus, oh thus ! in youth's first bloom. 
My love, my light of life was o'er. 
And a poor wanderer was I, 
Who knew no trust in earth or heaven ; 
St. Eemardine, from that sad hour, 
With doubts and fears my heart was riven, 
I loved my brotherj many a time 
O'er me he watched with tender care. 
Fearful the rough wind should disturb 
Upon my brow one floating hair; 
But jealousy, o'ermastering fiend. 
Swept with its dire tornado-breath 
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All love impetuous from my soul ; 

And when the announcement of her death 

Whose life had caused me all my woe, 

Fell on my ear, no tear I shed. 

Nor feigned the grief I could not know. 

Not many months passed o'er my head. 

Ere my poor brother met his fate. 

The line that he had strength to write. 

His summons did anticipate : 

" My brother, oh, befriend my child. 

My orphan child ! oh, shield her youth. 

And guide her from her infant years 

To wisdom, knowledge, light, and truth V 

I read, and throes of vanished love. 

The slumVring angel roused once more 

Within my heart's depths, and I longed 

My tears in his embrace to pour ! 

Again his hand pressed on my brow. 

And stroked with love my golden hair ; 

I saw his beauteous lips unclose, 

And heard his sweet voice trembling there. 

Then, the first time for many a year, 

I knelt and prayed. Celestial Peace 

Around me waved her wings of light. 

And bade rebellious passions cease. 

Of short duration was that hour. 
The pledge my brother sent to me. 





I saw arrayed in all the charms 
Of sweet unconscious infancy. 
My eyes I shaded from her sight, 
With her returned the dreams of yore, 
The vanished hope, that long had slept : 
I roused to life — but loved no more. 
I looked on her with jealous eye 
As the usurper of my right ; 
To broad fair lands was I the heir, 
Her claims for ever kept from sight. 
Thus bartered I for Satan's pelf 
My heavenly hopes, my nobler self. 
One trusty follower I had 
Still true and faithful unto me. 
To him I did consign the child : 
Priest, talk not of the bended knee : 
Will that give life unto the dead ? 
Say, will the tears of supplication 
Wash out the direful curse of Cain ? 
Or give the heart sanctification ? 
There, there, I have confession made. 
The child within its grave is laid ! — 

[^A pause, while the Count turns aside with a horri- 
fied expression on his countenance, then hurriedly 
continues. 

And demons haunt me, haunt me, there ! 

^Raising his hand. 
They darken with their wings the air. 






Sepulchral is the shadowy gloom 
They cast around me from the tomb ! 

lTu7ming to the Priest. 
Tell me, good Priest, are ever led 
To walk with fellow-men, the dead ? 
Answer me — hath eflFect a prayer ? 

[ Uttering an hysterical laughs the while he strikes 
his heart. 

There need I absolution, there ! 

[A pause t in which the Count continues silent y 
and during which a deep groan is uttered hy the 
Priest. 

Thus have I well repaid the love 
My noble brother felt for me ; 
Thus well have I the wages earned 
Of sin — ne^er-ending misery ! 
Pass then the judgment that thou wilt. 
And I the penalty will pay, 
If so I may redeem my soul 
From its dark guilt and infamy. 

[St. Bebnabdine, in sorrow, gazes upon the Count, 
while thus he said : 

ST. BERNARDINE. 

Vain the poor strivings of the flesh. 
If not to heaven the heart be led. 
God only hath the power to give 
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An answer to the sinner's prayer ; 
Kneel ^fore His throne with lowly heart, 
And let the Saviour lead thee there. 

COUNT. 

Alas^ alas ! my heart hath long 
To holy thoughts a stranger been. 
Thou art for sanctity renowned, 
A man of God, St. Bernardino. 
I bend me as a little child, 
And do submit to thy decree, 
That ere I quit this earthly scene 
Sweet peace may be restored to me. 

ST. BERNARDINE, 
With a look of intense sorrow. 

Then listen, and if mortal man 

May a poor brother-sinner aid, 

I'll tell thee, to redeem thy sin, 

The penalty that must be paid. 

Count, you have sinned 'gainst God and man, 

For if your words have told the truth. 

Not only hath your strong desire 

Uncurbed broke forth in days of youth, 

But avarice with treacherous grasp 

Unlawfully hath seized its prey. 

And trampled down a budding flower 

Of love and joy that marred its way. 
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I marvel not your looks are sad, 
In gloomy horror that you pine. 
Your penalty will be severe. 

COUNT. 

I can endure, St. Bernardine. 

ST. BERNARDINE. 

A priest thou must become ; thus ne'er, 

How long soever may be thy life, 

Shalt thou for consolation take 

To cheer thy solitude — a wife : 

Unjustly dost thou hold thy lands, 

And justly can they ne'er descend; 

Far from thy home for ten long years 

A wandering pilgrim shalt thou wend. 

On foot unto the Holy Land, 

Thy closing pilgrimage will be. 

Living alone. Sir Count, on alms. 

Or passing stranger's charity. 

Thrice in the week, nor meat, nor drink. 

Though hungry, weak, and craving much, 

Until the glorious sun hath set 

Within the west, thou e'er may'st touch. 

The produce of thy large estates 

To charitable deeds shall go ; 

Thyself, as poorest of the poor. 

Facing meanwhile rain, wind, and snow. 

A breviary I'll .find for thee. 
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And stated prayers tbou shalt repeat^ 
Yea often shalt thou kneel. Sir Count, 
All humbly 'fore the mercy-seat. 
Thus will thy proud heart be reclaimed. 
And charity thou hence shalt learn ; 
Thus in thy heart a purer flame 
Of love than thou hast known will burn. 

I 

I 

COUNT. ' I 

I I 

Severe the penalty, I own. : ! 

I I 

ST. BERNARDINE. ; I 

Sir Count, the rich in worldly store | | 

So long by pampering pride are fed, \ 

That scarce we wonder if each seed i 

Of love within their heart be dead. 

" Than a rich man heaven's gate may win, 

('Twas said by lips that could not lie,) 

" More easily may pass along 

A camel through a needle's eye." 

And as time flieth^ still is found 

This truth confirmed from day to day, 

For riches fetters are that bind 

The immortal soul in bonds of clay. 
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St. Bcrnardine, 1 pray thee hear 

A thought which now hath struck ray mind. 

Do thou, who art so good of heart. 





c^. 





A DRAMATIC POEM. 



19 



So charitable to thy kind, 
Take the disposal of the funds, 
The ten years' produce of my land ; 
Live thou within my castle walls. 
Wilt thou concede to my demand ? 

ST. BERNARDINE. 

Sir Count, not far removed from this 
A hermit's cell belongs to me ; 
There, steward of thy heritage, 
I will unto the poor proclaim 
The gifts I do bestow on them, 
Are given in thy name. 

COUNT. 

Until the ten years pass away, 
Myself St. Bernardine will be. 

ST. BERNARDINE. 

Turning from the Count with a shudder. 
What thou ! while on thy soul doth lie 
A sin of such enormity ! 
Sir Count, if in the sight of Heaven, 
E'en righteous men have cause for fear. 
Oh say, wherewith at its dread bar. 
The unrighteous sinner shall appear ? 
I entreat, blaspheme not the Divine, 
Thou canst not be Saint Bernardine ; 
E'en as a trusting, loving child 
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A saint is found, V^re, nndefiled. 
And would that unto such a name. 
Or you or I could make a claim. 
We must confess how far we be 
From Heaven's eternal sanctity. 
Ere we can strive with heart and soul 
Our sinful spirit to control. 
Life's battle must with truth be fought. 
Thus only is salvation wrought. 
Thus only Christians warfare wage. 
Thus holy men from age to age 
Have borne the cross of Christ, 
A sign they follow Him who is divine. 

lA pause, in which the Priest turns to the Count 
with an expression of sorrowful compassion an 
his countenance, and continues. 

May'st thou whUe wandering afar. 

Be guided by a glorious star, 

A star by which thou shalt be led 

To Heaven, though ashes strew thy head, 

Though sackcloth shall thy body gird. 

And low thy penitential word ; 

To Heaven, at last, but oh not yet. 

May God above thy sin forget ; 

For earthly aspirations fade. 

And earthly hopes in dust are laid. 

And raven tresses turn to grey, 

While penance mortifies the clay. 
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Ere rays of glory from above, 
Light from the Lord of Light and Love, 
Dawn through the darkness of the past. 
To lead the wanderer home at last ! 

THE COUNT, 
Hurriedly and with emotion. 

Oh pardon, I entreat thee, Priest, 

That T, who may be styled the least 

Of Heaven's aspirants, dared to claim 

The honour of a Saint's pure name; 

And yet the word was not unfraught 

With solemn meaning in my thought. 

For holy arms unused to wield, 

I dreamt thy name would be my shield, 

^Neath whose protection ne'er again 

The slumbering foe might dare to reign ; 

Or guardian angel pouring light 

Around the darkness of my night : 

Yet by strange chance, most reverend Friar, 

The name to which I do aspire 

From infancy I claim mine own. 

As Bernardin I oft am known. 

At font baptismal it was given. 

And I as Bernardin am shriven. 

ST. BERNARDINE. 

A blessed chance, if so it will 
Aid thee thy duties to fulfil. 
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COUNT. 

Often in solitary life 
Apart from worldly care and strife. 
There have been times when learned lore 
With deep thought I have pondered o'er, 
'Mongst other themes, of priests the name 
And origin their orders claim ; 
The rules by which, Sir Priest, you live, 
The Abbot of Clairvaux doth give ; 
The man whose great renown and fame 
Two centuries aloud proclaim ; 
Against the Saracens who drew 
Louis the Seventh, — Conrad too ; 
With controversial pen who made 
Himself renowned, as in crusade ; 
Against the heresy who fought 
That Abelard believed and taught ; 
This make I inference from your name. 
Your dress another source may claim. 

ST. BERNARDINE. 

Now chanceth it. Sir Count, I be 

Of Mendicant fraternity, 

A convent of that Order near 

I know ; and you its rules shall learn ; 

Titles, and wealth, and rank they spurn. 

All reverently enrolled to be 

In Order of Mendicity. 
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COUNT. 

The while their Order I assume, 
And joyfully accept my doom, 
Desiring never more on earth 
To make account of noble birth, 
To Bernardin, by right my name, 
I evermore shall make a claim ; 
Deeming a holy life to be. 
With God's grace, all in all to me ; 
Yet with humility I speak. 
For well I know will Satan seek 
To cast around my heart his chain ; 
That ofttimes I shall strive in vain 
From his insidious arts to be 
In deed, in word, in spirit free. 

ST. BEBNAUDiNE [sokmnly) . 

And may the Lord God grant his grace. 
And bless with love thy long probation, 
That thou mayst reap in after-years, 
A harvest of regeneration. 
Brethren in spirit shall we be. 
And of a like fraternity. 
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III. 

The Count, who hath qf late been the inhabitant of a Fran- 
ciscan convent, commenceth his pilgrimage : he is appa- 
relied in the garb of the Order of St. Francis, and hath 
assumed his baptismal name of Bebnabdin, b^f which 
appellation we shall hereafter designate him. 

BERNARDIN. 

To-day the ten long years begin, 
Destined my heart from guilt to win, 
By casting down self- vaunting pride, 
Through poor vainglory mortified, 
Discovering how false, how mean, 
The ambition of my life hath been, 
How infinitely low and vain 
The pleasures that to life enchain, 
Compared unto the joy eterne 
Of souls for heavenly bliss who yearn, 
Spirits from truth that ne'er depart, 
But still seek God with lowly heart. 

Ere leaving this my domicile. 

In prayer FU bend my knee awhile. 

And take the vow that bindeth me 

A wanderer on earth to be ; 

To eat and drink not till the sun 

His race within the heavens hath run ; 

To tread with staff in hand alone 
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Through devious paths in realms unknown, 
And strive the tempter in my soul 
With heavenly doctrine to control ; 
To omit no kind or righteous deed, 
And ask from heaven no other meed 
Than that which heaven decrees to be 
The reward of our poor charity, 
The spirit of the gentle dove, 
Whose calm beatitude is — Love. 

[Bebnabdin kneels. 

And God my father. Thou whose eye 
On all Thy works, both low and high. 
Dost look complacent from Thy throne. 
Wilt Thou the penitent not own ? 
And when those years their race have run, 
Acknowledge him through Christ, Thy son ? 

{^Rising and pursuing his wa^. 

Already seem the fields to me 

Greener than they were wont to be. 

Almost the tone of bird is sweet. 

Almost each passer-by I greet 

With kind Good-morrow. Hark, I hear 

Soft, gentle intonations near. 

Who is it speaking ? Oh, in truth, 

A lovely maiden and a youth ; 

The child it is whom late I met, 

I could not easily forget 

E 




i 



A countenance so calm and fair^ 
Lingereth not God's own spirit there ? 
So near they come, each passing word 
They speak, by me is overheard. 

[2^0 Cottagers, a youth and a maiden, pass over 
the scene. 

ERNST. 

Nay, dearest Lilian, do not weep. 

Although the hour has come at length 

When I must leave our cottage home ; 

Have I not youth, and health, and strength ? 

And when I hitherward return. 

The wonders of the land and sea 

That in my travels I may find. 

Shall all, sweet love, recounted be. 

Were I to stay within our cot. 

Contented but to feed my sheep, 

I could, my Lilian, pardon thee 

To fold thy hands, and sigh, and weep. 

LILIAN. 

Ah, Ernst ! though I have lived alone 
So brief a time within your cot, 
I nightly bless the Heavenly Lord 
Whose mercy hath disposed my lot. 
I was a wandering, houseless child. 
Having no father on the earth. 
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Until your grandsire took me in, 
His child by lov.c, if not by birth. 
My origin I cannot tell, 
Yet care I not, since thou art kind. 
Go, Ernst — I'll strive to weep no more, 
The roses tliat thy hand hath twined, 
Myself shall prop, thy sheep I'll feed, 
A daughter to thy grandsire be ; 
What love and duty prompt, I'll do. 
Yet, Ernst, think, sometimes think of me. 
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ERNST. 

Oh, Lilian I thou hast forced the tears 

Down from my streaming eyes to flow ; 

Sweet love, thy thought within my heart 

Will be with me where'er I go; 

Not lonely, on the giddy mast. 

When round the billowy waters roar. 

The grave of many an honest crew, 

Will be the heart of Ernst Lamore. 

On rocky mount, in desert plain. 

My thought of Lilian will be ; 

And oh I should death overtake me there, 

I'll strive to send the pledge to thee 

That thou hast given me yesternight, 

'Twill whisper, " Ernst is with thee still. 

Though death hath ta'en him from thy sight. 
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BERNARDIN. 




LILIAN. 

Oh, Ernst ! talk not of death to me ; 
It is a thought I cannot bear, 
For wert thou underneath the sod, 
IM pray kind heaven to lay me there ; 
It would be then so blest to die. 
They say pure spirits meet above. 
Thy spirit would to me be borne ; 
For I have none, save thee, to love. 
The names of parent, sister, friend. 
Unto my heart's core are unknown : 
Save him whom I have Father called. 
Thee and thy sire Tve loved alone. 
And he no father was of mine ; 
He said so with his dying breath. 
Then, Ernst, with tears I say Farewell ! 
Yet speak not, do not speak of death. 

ERNST. 

Farewell to thee ! Now must I hence 

To see my grandsire, then depart. 

Where'er I go, these cottage scenes 

Will shed a light around my heart. [Exeunt. 



How happy these poor cottage swains. 
Whose heart's deep love their only bliss ! 
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Oh, God ! there was a time when I 
Had dreamt(mlone of joy like this. 
Alas ! dark hovering clouds o'ershade 
The memory of that vanished hour. 
And the fierce tempest blighted soon 
Each petal of my beauteous flower ; 
And ne^er, oh ! ne'er, it is decreed. 
On earth it e'er shall bloom again ; 
Lone, solitary, poor, forlorn, 
I must live on 'midst fellow-men. 
The fiend ariseth in my heart, 
Methinks I am not so divine 
As it befits the man should be 
Who arrogantly made a claim 
To be the good St. Bernardine. 

\An old Woman passes over the stage. 

Who's that'old dark and cowering crone 
With such a grim malicious smile ? 
She mumbleth somewhat. I must list. 
And hearken to her speech awhile. 
Friend, hast thou aught with me to say ? 



OLD CRONE. 

I 



Were I to seek confession's shrine, 
This was my thought, that priests like you. 
Whose contemplations are divine ; 
And I, who with old-age am cramped. 





Have nought to do with such a sceue 
As scarce a poor five minutes since 
Hath here, Sir Priest, enacted been. 

BERNARDIN (oside). 

She rouseth up the fiend again. 
I fain would say Depart, avaunt ! 
But softly, the Friar Bernardin 
Must not reply with angry taunt. 

(Aloud). 

The truth you speak, old crone, indeed. 
The aged heart hath had its joy, 
And holy men find their delight 
In pure and spiritual employ. 

OLD CRONE (aside), 

St. Bernardine, I think His he. 
His height he hath, his majesty. 
With nevertheless some transformation 
Exalting him above his station. 

(Aloud.) 
So I surmised, St. Bernardine, 
Your roses are without a thorn, 
If not of such a brilliant bloom 
As those that on the earth are born. 
Thank God that thou art what thou art, 
Devoted unto things divine. 
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And 80 I take my leave of thee. 
Thou holy monk, St. Bernardine. 

BERNABDIN. 



[JExit. 



Is it the foul fiend in the shape 

Of that old crone who thus doth speak ? 

O Lord, my God, I feel in truth 

The heart of man is frail and weak. 

When passion urgeth me, I yield. 

And each blind impulse would pursue. 

Oh cease, vain heart, your throbbings cease. 

Still seemeth it I Lilian knew 
In some far-off and distant land, 
E^en as an air I call to mind 
Whose chords are struck by stranger's hand. 
But, hist ! my steps lead past the cot 
Where the blind peasant Merdon lives ; 
See where the youth kneels down by him. 
And the old man his blessing gives. 
Silent they seem. Ah! now they speak. 
Perforce each word I shall overhear, 
While resting me, ere I proceed. 
Beside this fountain trickling clear. 

Ebnst and old Merdon his granolfaiher, 

ERNST. 

O Father, bless me, ere my foot 
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Conduct me to the foreign shore, 
Where all that I have loved so long 
Will dawn upon mine eye no more ; 
Where strangers I alone shall hear, 
And strangers only I shall see, 
My dear old grandsire, ere I go, 
Your benediction give to me. 
Forgive him, if in childhood^s hour 
Thy wayward Ernst did e^er offend ; 
Forgive, if to thy counsels wise. 
Not always might his ear attend ; 
Forgive, in lifers maturer day, 
His youthful dalliance wild and free ; 

Father, give, ere I depart. 
Thy benediction unto me. 

MEBDON. 

My son, my son, my darling Ernst, 

1 dreamt not to have shed these tears ; 
Their fount methought had long been dried 
By the deep griefs of wintry years ; 

Yet thy last words have smote the rock. 
And bade the secret spring to flow. 
My child, thy grandsire's blessing take. 
Ere to the stranger-land you go. 
My sightless eyes can see thee not ; 
Alone thy voice is heard by me ; 
Yet I remember well thy glance, 
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Thy joyous bearing, bright and free. 
My heart will grieve to lose thee here. 
Though well I know thou art called so wild, 
Thou hast made life's desert smile for me, 
And I do bless thee, O my child. 
Thy mother's grave lies near our door, 
Thy father's tomb beyond the sea. 
There but remaineth in our home 
The little Lilian and me. 
She'll tend me well by night and day, 
For Lilian's spirit woundeth never, 
But oh, for thee, my child's first child. 
The old man's heart hath love for ever. 
God bless thee, boy, where'er thy step 
May wander, over land or sea, 
His spirit shelter thee from harm. 
And pour its sacred light round thee. 
God bless thee, boy. I do not pray 
That He would, give thee wealth or power, 
But this alone, that He would guide 
And guard thee in temptation's hour. 
Alas ! my weak and trembling frame 
Proclaimcth that I shall not dwell 
For long witliin an earthly home. 
That now I take a last farewell. 
Then let mine arms once more entwine 
My child's first child, my Ernestine. 
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The old man^s benediction o^er, 

The threshold leave th Ernst with speed, 

The pathway taking o^er the hills 

That to the neighbouring town doth lead. 

BEiiNARDiN [soliloquizing) , 

Would for an hour one heart might grieve 
For me as Lilian for him j 
VA. count as pearl of greatest price 
The tears that made her bright eye dim. 

Thus sighed our monk as on he went, 
Deep musing what he late had seen. 
And shortly we will o^er recount 
The wanderings of Bernardin. 
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IV. 

Beknaedin's pilgrimage hath hegutu His voyage and 
shipmates. 

Long had he tracked his weary way 
O'er hill and dell, by flood and field. 
Living upon the scanty fare 
That stranger's charity might yield ; 
A lodging finding through the night. 
If no kind cotter took him in, 
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'Neath shadowy tree, on barren moor. 

Or chance some empty barn within. 

E'en now the self-depending air 

The stately lord erewhile possest, 

Through this stern discipline is bowed, 

And somewhat lowered his haughty crest. 

To the sea-shore his step is led ; 

With staff in hand he treads along, 

And soon the busy crowd he meets. 

While on his ear the flippant song. 

The passing jest, and scornful jeer. 

As rude, unmeaning, and profane, 

Unto his lonely heart appear. 

Alone within that crowd he stood 

Whose motley figures thronged around, 

Appalled by many a brutal laugh 

At the poor monk j but to the sigh 

That ever and anon would rise 

From some heart stricken wretch who deemed 

There but remained for him to die. 

Responsive ever, as the lyre 

Will aye respond to that low tone 

Whose melody hath been attuned 

And harmonized unto its own. 



The strand he seeks, a vessel there 
Prepareth to depart from shore. 
E'en now the wind doth fill the sail. 
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The broad blue pennon streameth o^er 
The neighbouring frigates^ far away 
Its destination seems to be ; 
And Bemardin with wistful eye 
Doth gaze upon the broad blue sea^ 
And with his hat in hand, draws near. 
And to the blunt commander speaks : 
" Say, will you aid a poor lone friar. 
Who a far distant country seeks ? 
Nought can I give of this world^s coin ; 
But blessings still that man attend 
Who for God^s service in distress 
Compassionating alms doth lend. 
The lowest place I'll take, and pray 
That thou in thy distress be heard. 
Dost thou not know who on the poor 
Bestow their alms, lend to the Lord ?" 
^' Sooth,'' said the captain, ^^ if you have 
No coin to give, your words are good. 
Come, come, we will a comer find. 
Too long already have I stood 
Debating ; let us seek the ship. 
The favouring wind now bloweth fair. 
It were unwise to let it slip. 
And know. Sir Priest, a man of God 
Is always welcome to our cheer. 
Come, boatmen, come ; unmoor, unmoor ; 
All hands, all hands to business here." 
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Soon flew the vessel from the strand. 

While to the eye the distant land 

Became less obvious and clear ; 

Now shadowy outlines disappear, 

And the broad sun^s bright glowing light 

Gives way unto the shades of night, 

And o^er the heaven^s deep vault of blue 

The Queen of Night her radiance threw. 

Oh ! she is a lady fair, 

Breathing sweet peace everywhere ; 

O^er sweet children in their sleep ; 

O'er the waters of the deep ; 

O'er pure souls whose only trust 

Is that God above is just ; 

O'er the aged man who tremblcth ; 

Ne'er o'er him whose heart dissembleth : 

Peace to him mav never be 

In time or in eternity. 

Well Bernardin this truth has known 

While long years have o'er him flown : 

No scene or spot is bright or fair 

To him who sees no Father there. 

Oh ! sad thy pilgrimage hath been 

For many a season, Bernardin ; 

And richer far thou now art found, 

In poor monk's garment wrapped around. 

Than when to gratify thy pride 

Around thee cowering menials vied 
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Each with the other to give aid ; 

But yet, not yet in dust is laid 

The haughty flatterer in thy heart, 

Thou canst not bid the fiend depart, 

And stand erect before thy God ; 

Still needest thou His chastening rod. 

Temptations I do well presage 

Await thee in thy pilgrimage. 

See how the dark scowl passeth now, 

O Bernardin, across thy brow ; 

And thy lips curl in haughty scorn. 

Proclaiming, / am nobly born. 

When some proud lordling looks on thee. 

Half-pitying thy low degree. 

Or whispering, ^^ How blest is he, 

Clad in the robes of sanctity, 

Whose office is to kneel and pray. 

And sinners teach the better way ! 

Such pure humility I prize. 

Yet cannot all be learned and wise ; 

Some must be teachers, some be taught. 

And so the world to truth is wrought. 

How starved he seemeth, cold, and pale ! 

Well, well, his treasures never fail, 

His is the self-sufficing good. 

Defying tempest, storm, and flood. 

Say what are earthly pains to him ? 

The shivering of the mortal limb ?^^ 
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Like railing we from scoffers hear 

Who hold nor God nor man in fear. 

Should he, unused to bear such taunt, 

To ill-timed jester say " Avaunt/' 

Again perchance an idle word 

In raillery would soon be heard : 

" Methinks Sir Priest is not well schooled, 

Or by his holy doctrine ruled, 

If for a passing jest he can 

Anathemas pronounce, poor man V^ 

At first such words his choler fired, 

The latent fiend once more inspired ; 

Forgetful of his office pure. 

Such taunting he could ill endure, 

And often, as in days of yore, 

He muttered imprecations o'er ; 

But fasting, penitence, and prayer, 

Restored heaven's light divine and fair. 

And bade him pray for those whose tongue 

With idle word his heart had wrung. 

" I'll seek," he said, " some other theme. 

That more instructive I may deem ; 

Epitomized around I sec 

Earth's pilgrims here, and it will be 

A lesson ne'er to be forgot. 

To mark their characters, their lot, 

Their joys, their griefs, their hopes, their fears, 
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The blooming babe^ the old in years. 
The mother with her infant child, 
The reckless youth, all gay and wild. 
The fatherless, whose trusting love 
Leans on no rock save Him above ; 
All, all, are here/' 

Perchance 'twould not 
Be a vain task each separate lot 
To draw with faithful hand and true. 
The outcast's and the lordling's too. 
For, wheresoe'er our fate is thrown. 
Were likewise each heart's secret known 
Of joy or sorrow, or of love. 
That like a glorious star above 
All earthly cloud undimmed hath shone. 
What theme to meditate upon 
For spirit who of God would learn, 
Or heart that for His love doth yearn, 
Or muse who still chants grateful song 
When Right goes forth to conquer Wrong ! 
But we of one poor life alone 
Attempt to make the phases known. 
Therefore a passing glance will be 
Of these wanderers o'er the sea, 
SuflScient for .the present hour. 

See that poor youth, whose only dower 
Appears dire poverty to be. 
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His garments this proclaim to me^ 

His countenance so wan and pale, 

Though ne'er doth he his lot bewail. 

The Past ! what is it unto him ? 

A strange wild dream both dark and dim, 

Whose shadowings of shame and ill 

Hover around his spirit stiU, 

Chequered by transient gleams of light, 

Like lightnings in the tcmpest^s night. 

As wild, for mark his flashing eye, 

That seeketh not for sympathy 

From those around, though chance its beam 

Reflected from their hearts may gleam. 

A dream his future, wild and strange, 

"Where free, the mountains he will range. 

And uncontrolled by lawful sway. 

His own adventurous hest obey ; 

Such are thy dreams, all vague and wild : 

Farewell to thee, poor houseless child ! 

Who next doth our attention win ? 
One old in years, whose limbs begin 
Repose, not journey ings to crave. 
Oh ! how can he the tempest brave 
That he may meet with, e'er again 
He find, blest hope, a home 'mongst men ? 
Two maidens in their bloom appear 
His steps to tend, his path to cheer ; 
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And when his eye on them awhile 
Bests with delight, how bright his smile ! 
Often with unaffected grace 
By him they kneel, and seek to chase 
The tedium of the hours away 
With song and sweet low minstrelsy, 
While he from off their forehead fair 
Would part the locks that clustered there. 
With tearful eye upon that scene 
Would often gaze our Bernardin, 
And feel the pride of his deep heart 
Alarmed, take sudden wing, depart, 
Departing to give way to thought 
With purer holier promptings fraught. 

There was a woman fair and young, 

For whom his heart was often wrung ; 

At times the shadow of despair 

Like brooding cloud her brow would wear. 

That passing, he anon could trace 

The beamings of angelic grace ; 

Her lot amongst the poor was cast. 

Her countenance betrayed long fast ; 

Three children were withal her care — 

A boy, a girl, an infant fair : 

The children's winning looks and mien 

Made glad the heart of Bernardin, 

Chasing dark thoughts that might intrude. 
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To mar his lonely solitude. 
And beautiful it was to see 
The pure and fond intensity 
Of that young mother, as with hand, 
And loving heart each new demand 
She sought to answer with true love, 
Emblem of that which shines above. 
So much for them, the lowly poor. 
Who the world's taunts must oft endure. 

Others there were of fair estate, 
Destined to share a better fate. 
Pluming their wing alone to fly 
In purer air and brighter sky ; 
Forgetful of earth's want and pain, 
Or, it may be, with cold disdain 
Regarding the poor menial herd, 
With whom they scarce vouchsafed a word. 
Amongst them there was one whose mien 
Attracted ofttimes Bernardin. 
Her high-bom air, yet heavenly smile. 
Refined by thought, yet free from guile. 
His heart arrested, charmed, and won. 
" Here then,'' he said, " at last is one 
Who standeth uncorrupt and pure. 
Though earthly rank and wealth allure." 
Alas ! her tenement ot clay 
Seemed formed to last but for a day, 
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Still sought the spirit to expand 

Ou swift wing to the better land. 

For Bernardin this lady's eye 

Would often melt in sympathy, 

So drear appeared to be his lot, 

Who could behold and pity not ? 

For all the lowly poor she felt. 

And while her beaming eye would melt 

With pity's tear, her generous aid 

Their hard condition brighter made ; 

To commune it would sometimes chance, 

With Bernardin she made advance. 

And in the moonlight's gentle hour 

O'er him he felt her wondrous power, 

A mystic charm before unknown. 

Around his spirit's light was thrown. 

For when she spoke of life and love. 

With holv wisdom from above 

Imbued each thought appeared to be, 

God's providence, man's destiny. 

The mystic union in our frame 

That earth and heaven alike may claim. 

Of these she spoke, and " Think you not. 

She said, " since Heaven ordains our lot, 

Man's province is to bow, adore ; 

Humility and love teach more 

Than all the schools whose learning vast 

Is piled together from the past. 
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Man^s reason is the chiefest boon 
Of all the mercies of our God, 
And though it well becomes our pride 
To bow beneath His chastening rod, 
It seems to me that gift were vain, 
If unemployed, we spend it not 
In seeking, with His grace to aid. 
More light to cheer our earthly lot. 

LADY. 

He who with wisdom was imbued 
Beyond all other men on earth. 
That fountain only sought and found 
Where heavenly wisdom hath its birth. 
He said not, study in the schools, 
But love, adore and pray;^ and trust ; 
Thus only shalt thou be prepared 
For the pure mansions of the just. 
Let charity within thy heart 
Have centring firm, and brightly shine, 
For thus alone canst thou e^er be 
Approximate to the divine. 
I grant you no one can despise 
The knowledge of this wondrous world. 
But better far that it should be 
Within the depths of chaos hurled. 




45 





i 



Than cast one shadow o'er the love 
That shines so brightly from above. 



BERNARDIN. 



Think you the lamp that Science holds, 
Can shade the light it may reveal ? 
Its ministration is to bless, 
Its privilege — the power to heal. 



LADY. 

Conducted by that sovereign love 

Whose word with power hath ever been, 

It may illuminate and guide — 

But hear my word, O Bernardin, 

The revelation Science makes 

To one immersed in low desire. 

Is but an evanescent beam 

Of that pure, bright, eternal fire 

That sheddeth its immortal glow 

In splendour on that man alone 

Whose self-denying spirit seeks 

The Lord of Light and Truth to own ! 

One flash from the Eternal Mind, 

May more reveal of earth and heaven. 

Than days and nights of studious thought 

That philosophic men have given, 

To learn how time hath ceaseless still 

Creator and destroyer been. 
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Hast thou ne'er felt this flash of light 
Across thy spirit — Beruardiu ? 
When thou hast known thyself to be 
A child of love and power and light, 
When wonders were revealed to thee 
Enshrouded long in clouds of night ? 

BERNARDIN. 

This truth far better than of yore 
I learn, dear lady, now from thee. 
Who in the darkness of my gloom 
Dost cheer me with thy sympathy. 
Like friendly beam from world above, 
That saith, '' Still lives a God of Love !" 
Some moments, too, I've had that were 
Like visions from another sphere, 
And through all darkness and despair. 
At intervals they reappear ; 
Some chord that long hath slept is touched. 
And wakens them again to light. 
Then like the blind man, from the Lord 
I thankftilly receive ray sight. 

LADY. 

Thus the Great God instructs the earth. 
From love doth wisdom take its rise, 
And thus amidst the angelic host. 
From sphere to sphere its influence flies. 






As on the earth, when one devout and pure, 

With heart sincere hath whispered forth a word 

Wherein a truth eternal lieth hid, 

But until then by mortal ear ne'er heard, 

How flies from heart to heart the glorious thought, 

Till all with its enlightening power are fraught 1 

So when some angel through the trackless depths 

Of Heaven's blue infinite without a fear 

Is led and guarded by the power supreme, 

Through clustering stars and ever- varying sphere ; 

They listen one by one unto her strain. 

Successive answer her inspiring call, 

Until the glad Hosanna rings around, 

And the exulting chant is hymned by all ! 

BERNARD IN {ttside). 

Ah, would that I had known before 

A creature so divinely good ! 

[Aloud] Thou knowest not how oft my bark 

On Time's uncertain wandering flood 

By adverse chances hath been wrecked, 

Alone that troubled sea I've trod. 

For many, how many, a weary year ! 

Unconscious that the eye of God 

Of my long pilgrimage hath been 

Observer and director too. 

LADY {extending her hand to Bernardin). 
Farewell — Bernardin, to thee, 
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If min^steriug angel I could be 

When gloom overshadows, doubts oppress, 

How would my heart in thankfulness 

Utter of praise a fervent strain, 

Thankful I had not lived in vain ! 

So soon is cut of life the thread, : • 

So soon of earth the glory fled. 

What were our trust as pilgrims here, j i 

'I 
Unconscious that another sphere I 

How soon may burst upon our sight ! ! | 

There time's dark shadows lost in light. 

Will disappear, and we once more. 

Earth's trials and earth^s sorrows o'er. 

With clearer, purer, heart and eye 

Shall read of Life the mystery ! 

Till then, for Faith, and Hope, and Love, 

Oh let us seek the Throne above ! 

And meekly, with our Home in view. 

Life's ofttimes rugged path pursue ! 

That pathway, though our feet may bleed. 

To Immortality will lead. 

And mortal men, or frail, or strong. 

Are to its portal borne along. 

Some step by step, some fast, some slow. 

Yet thitherward all pilgrims go ! 

Dark truly may the portal be. 

Encompassed round with mystery, 

But they who trust, by God's own Hand 
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Are led unto the Better Laud, 

Where shadows, drear as Stygian night. 

Will disappear in endless Light ! 

Then faint we not, for near is He 

Who still our faithful Guide will be ! 

Farewell ! the stars above are bright ! 

And whisper thus— Good Night ! Good Night ! 

[In a vision, the night following, the companion of 
Bebnabdin gradually assumes a spiritual form, 
and ascends towards the Heavens. 

BERNARDIN. 

Vision from Heaven, who art thou, say ? 

Not yet unfold thy wings, oh stay ! 

My heart is lone, oh once again 

Speak, speak ! Oh speak ! the wish is vain, 

I see her floating wings ascending. 

With the moon's light in ether blending ; 

I hear her farewell whispered o'er, 

I am a lonely man once more ! 

A vision is this radiant form ? 

Still do I see her smile so warm. 

With pure angelic loveliness. 

Revealing her soul's blessedness ; 

Alas for hopes that fade away 

And ne'er on earth fulfilled may be ! 

I had commenced to dream her light 

For ever more might shine on me, 
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My Guardian Angel ! — Oh, alas ! 
How easily temptations win 
The poor lone monk, of hopes to dream. 
That dreaming of alone are sin. 
No ! he in loneliness must strive 
Through what remains of his career ! 
Yet on his desert path, perchance. 
That blessed form may reappear, 
Sustaining, when fatigue and toil 
Make weary the poor fainting limb, 
Inspiring, when the heart doth sink. 
And when the mortal eye grows dim V 

{A pause.) 

But now, to busy life once more. 

Ah me ! what means this mournful scene ? 

Around the pall the mourners stand. 

Low voices whisper, — " Bernardin ! 

A spirit from our band is gone, 

And to the sea must be consigned.^^ 

Not yet the parentis tear is dry. 

Not yet the mourner's heart resigned ; 

And as within the foaming sea 

The loved one's last remains were thrown. 

From many a heart in that ship's crew 

Burst forth the low half-stifled groan 

From stranger's lips, that truly told 

Some latent germs doth every heart 

Of sympathizing love enfold. 
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While from the parent, sister, friend, 

A. cry of agony broke forth. 

As the priest said in solemn tone, 

'' Dust unto dust — and earth to earth V 



Bebnabdin's Pilgrimage through the Desert. 
His Temptations and Trials, 

The ship hath anchored in the port, 
And each his several path hath taken, 
The rich man to his hall of light, 
And to the desert the forsaken. 
Now Bernardin renews his vow. 
Commits himself to Him whose Hand 
The pilgrim can with safety guide 
Though wandering through a desert land. 
It chanced the mother young and fair. 
Who in the ship his eye had won. 
With her three children, took the path 
That he to follow had begun ; 
And partly that within his heart, 
Some germs of pity rose to life. 
And partly that the gentle looks 
Of this young, modest, way-worn wife. 
His sympathetic soul imprest; 
He sought to soothe her with kind word. 
And as the lonely path they trod. 
Some portion of her tale he heard. 
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" In youthful days I never dreamt/^ 

Said she, " this desert path to tread. 

In ample comfort was I reared, 

If not amongst the affluent bred. 

It was my lot to win the eye 

And heart of one of fair estate, 

From childhood^s years we were betrothed ; 

Alas for me ! the hand of fate 

Deprived him of his worldly wealth, 

And scattered clouds around our way. 

My father did forbid our house 

To him upon that fatal day. 

But I — Oh, sir, I could not close 

My heart Against one IM loved so long, 

And poverty with him I chose. 

Indignity, and want, and wrong; 

'Twas a good priest befriended me. 

He thought that sacred was the vow 

Our hearts which had in one conjoined, 

I thought so then, — I think so now. 

Now that I tread this desert path. 

Now that mine eyes with tears are dim. 

And poverty hath bent my pride, 

O^er all, through all — I love but him ! 

Yet, Sir, when comes across my mind. 

The evening when from home I fled. 

My heart is troubled, will they ne'er 

Forgiveness have for me ? I said. 






Was this, then, the reward at last, 
Which from their child so loved, they met ? 
Ah, Sir, the wounds that we inflict 
On loving hearts, we ne'er forget ; 

(A pause.) 

" Not far from this,'^ the woman said. 
When we the broad, high path forsook, 
*^ Will Oscar meet me, he described 
Two paths that here divergence took. 
Through tracts opposed, one by neglect 
Remains all barren, rough, and wild ; 
The other, with bright verdure decked. 
The path to Paradise is styled. 
The brightest path I must pursue." 
Scarce had the woman said the word, 
When a light sound fell on her ear, — 
Distinctly, then, her name she heard. 
And soon young Oscar she perceives. 
Oh ! who that meeting shall relate, 
When safe amid the thousand ills 
Of the world's wild and changeful fate. 
These loved ones met ; so long entwined 
In heart and hope, in weal and woe. 
Description baffles our attempt. 
The heart alone that joy may know. 

With kind expression of goodwill 
Commending them unto their God, 
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When Bernardin his friends hath left, 
The rocky path alone he trod ; 
Parched were his lips, — the desert's suu 
Overpowered him with its noontide heat, 
His soul was desolate and sad, 
No loving spirit came to greet 
With radiant countenance, his step, 
" E'en now my spirit faints,^' he said, 
'^ I'll lie me down upon this rock, 
Welcome, though unluxurious bed. 
Until the coursers of the sun. 
Descending to the western sky. 
Proclaim his circle nearly run. 
And shadowy night's dark reign begun." 



Overcome and faint he rested him. 
Hark ! hark ! a blessed spring is near. 
He hears it from a neighbouring rock, 
Trickling melodiously and clear ; 
Scarce had he power that fount to seek. 
His fainting limbs refused their aid. 
Yet crawls he there, when to his mind. 
Returns the sacred vow he made. 
That till the setting sun had sunk. 
Though fainting, he would keep his fast. 
Great were his struggles, hard his fate. 
As he upon the waters cast 
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His longing eyes, yet was he firm, 
*^ Unseen," he whispered, "save by Thee, 
Thou Great Supreme, do Thou preserve 
My life in this extremity !" 

It chanced a band of pilgrims came, 

To rest awhile in this lone place, 

And soon amidst the rock's recess 

The trickling fountain they could trace ; 

With joy they satisfied their thirst, 

For rarely in that desert land 

A fount so clear and beautiful 

Doth fertilize the parched-up sand. 

Amongst their number there was one 

Whose eye hath noted Bernardin, 

A fawn-like sylph was she, and fair, 

Of gentle spirit, too, I ween ; 

Imagining the priest might be 

Too weak himself to seek the spring. 

Herself within an ivory bowl 

Did the pure, crystal water bring. 

" Drink, wearied pilgrim,^' whispered she, 

" A wondrous virtue hath this spring ; 

In spirit you will rise refreshed 

Like bird upon new-plumed wing/' 

Oh ! Bernardin's temptation then 

Was great indeed — such winning glance 

And siren form the maid possest 
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Who unto him now made advance^ 
But praised be Heaven^ he still was firm. 
" Maiden^ receive my thanks/' he said, 
^^ But I may not your offering taste, 
Until the sun's last rays are fled/' 
Again the maiden whispered thus, 
" Pilgrim, e'en now we leave the spot." 
The bowl was pressed unto his lips, 
But the pure stream was tasted not ! 
And vanished in a moment's time 
That pageant from his wondering eye, 
And on his ear there fell the sound 
Of a low voice, and gentle sigh. 
And he beheld the angel form 
That he within the ship had seen. 
Floating above him, whispering thus, 
" Thy Grod is with thee, Bernardine.'^ 
Oh ! sacred hour of holy peace ! 
Quelling the tumult of his heart. 
Oh, never more do thou," he said. 
Spirit of love, from me depart." 
Then passed across his fainting soul 
A thrilling glow of heavenly light. 
And thousand angels waved their wings. 
Round him seraphically bright ! 
And as the setting sun descended. 
In unison their voices blended, 






I I 
I 
I 
i 
I 




1? 



I 



I I 




58 ST. BERNARDINE : 

And this the pure and sacred Hymn, 
Heard in the hour of twilight dim : 

Choeus of Angels. 






Earthly Spirit, take thy rest, 
Temptation hath assailed in vain, 
" No eflfort to subdue our will, 
^' But disunites the viewless chain 
" That binds the mortal to the earth. 
The glorious Spirit setteth free. 
And gives to the Immortal birth ! 
" Peace, Bernardin, all peace to thee 
" Through Time and through Eternity.^ 






Then vanished the angelic choir. 
And Bernardin, in deep repose. 
Upon the hard rock, ^neath the moon, 
With slumber's dew opprest, doth close 
His heavy eyelids — while is fraught 
With beatific dreams, his thought. 
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Bebnabdin continues his Pilgrimage throtufh the 

Desert. 

The night hath passed, once more the sun 
His daily circle hath begun, 
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Again his rising beams of light 
Disperse the overhanging clouds of night, 
Dispensing through their glorious power, 
Beauty and light each passing hour ; 
Oh, Light ! symbolic of pure Truth, 
Morn ! emblematical of Youth 
Immortal rising from the tomb. 
For shadowy night hath death- like gloom ! 
How often shall our eye behold 
The beauty that ye both unfold, 
And feel no rapturous thrill of love. 
No gratitude to Him above, 
Whose hand hath formed this world so fair, 
And stamped His image everywhere, 
That beauty may delight our eye. 
And win the heart's deep sympathy, 
That sounds harmonious on our ear 
May thus proclaim, "Thy God is near V 
How long shall our forgetful heart 
Imagine that He dwells apart, 
Like God, who in the ancient day, 
Ruled all things with imperial sway ? 
Like monarch o'er the crouching slave. 
Whose hopes and fears end in the grave ? 
And ne'er the sacred lesson learn. 
That doth through Nature brightly burn 
And shine, were not our eyes too dim 
To read it there, " We live in Him, 
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Thyself art temple of the Lord, 
Within whose shrine His voice is heard, 
Instructing thee to pray — adore, 
Not mom or eve, but evermore. 
While life exists, and life will be 
Through ages of Eternity V 



Though dreary and desert the path 
That Bernardin doth tread — above. 
Listen ! he hears an angelic choir. 
Singing sweet chants in tones of love, 
He hears them, and his fears are gone. 
Then rests he a bare rock upon. 
While heavenly anthems rise around, 
Entrancing, glorious, and profound ! 



The Angelic Symphony. 

" Onward, pilgrim, take thy way, 
" Fear not, though thy path be lone, 
'' We around thee watch for ever, 
" Who with God and Christ are one ; 
^^ Where the ocean^s feathery spray 
*^ Calmly dances on the main, 
" Where the stormy billow riseth, 
*^ Our aerial path is ta^en ! 
" Where the silent sea-bird wingeth 
" O^er the wave her lonely flight. 
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Thither, in those untrod regions, 
Angels wander day and night ! 
Where the eagle proudly soareth 
In his high dominion, 
Towers and cities overlooking. 
We have spread our pinion ! 
O'er the glacier's freezing circles, 
Mont Blanc's high elevation, 
We have ta'en our devious flight, 
The clouds have been our station. 
And the dwelling-place of mortals, 
Have we entered, all unseen, 
And in sorrow veiled our faces 
When our God blasphemed hath been 
By the creatures He ordaineth 
To be children of His love, 
We have seen them in their power. 
We have stood their graves above ; 
We have been where want and woe 
Hath hung a cloud of sadness, 
We have been where love divine 
Hath radiated gladness ! 
We have been with trusting spirits 
When hath come the parting hour. 
Have beheld the Conqueror Death, 
Vanquished, to Heaven resign his power. 
We have been upon the waters 
When the waves of the great deep, 
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" Hundreds in their mighty chasms 

" Cradled to their last long sleep. i i 

" We have waved our pinions round them^ 

" And have answered to the cry \ I 

" Wrung from many a fearful mortal ' 

" In that hour of agony ! 

" Where there breathes a human spirit, 

*' Thither hath our pathway been, 

" Then believe that in the desert 

'' We are near thee, Bernardin !" 
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The angelic chant is heard no more, 
The heavenly symphony is o^er. 
And Bernardin pursues his way 
For many and. many a lonely day; 
Once, with long travelling opprest. 
Half fainting, he lay down to rest. 
Beneath a rock^s overhanging shade 
Impervious to the sunbeams made. 
When hark ! a murmuring he doth hear, 
A low voice tells a brother near, 
Though weary, he doth seek the place ; 
A form reclined he soon can trace. 
And with deep sorrow he can see 
'Tis one in last extremity. 
Who thus doth whisper, " Blest be Heaven, 
Who in my need a friend hath given. 
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To soothe mc ere I pass away, 

To kneel upon this rock, and pray !'* 

BKKNAKDIN. 

Have courage, youth, if God so will, 
Again from off your couch you'll rise, 
The desert path is nearly past. 
And we shall gain less sultry skies. 
Keep thou good heart, myself whatever 
I can, will do to give thee aid. 
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YOUTH. 

Deceive me not with flattering hope. 
For my last debt will soon be paid. 
My young companions all are gone, 
Through chance, forgetfulness, or fear; 
Yet merciful the Lord hath been 
Who hath your steps directed here, 
And you, too, are a man of God, 
Who oft doth hear the parting sigh. 

BEKNAKDIN. 

Hast thou confessions thou wouldst make ? 
Methinks upon thy heart do lie 
No burdens, child — can I do aught 
When to thy native land I turn ? 
Hast parent ? sister ? lover P friend P 
Who should of thy last moments learn ? 
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I'll do thy bidding, and will take 
To them memento from thy hand. 

YOUTH. 

Oh ! then thou wilt return, whilst I 
Shall never see my native land ; 
Would God had otherwise ordained! 
Yet I, Sir Priest, will not repine, 
I know not if thy home be near 
The humble roof that I call mine ? 

BERNARDIN. 

It seems to me that I before 
Ere now thy lineaments have seen ; 
Say, is not thy name Ernst Lamore ? 
The name I bear is Bernardin. 
And yet my heart misgives me, child. 
To say the honoured name I bear 
Of such a saint, for I am frail. 
And daily, hourly, sins bewail. 

YOUTH. 

St. Bernardine ! Oh ! Heaveu be praised. 

Old Merdon's cottage, then, you know ; 

Oh 1 I beseech you, when again 

Unto my native land you go. 

Step 'neath that lowly threshold. Sir, 

Take comfort to my reverend sire. 
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Tell him though in the desert wild 
Did his loved grandchild Ernst expire, 
The hand of God hath reached him there, 
And cheered with light the vale of death, 
That in His hands, with trustful peace. 
Through thee he hath resigned his breath ; 
And tell the child, sweet Lilian Grey, 
That ray last thoughts of her have been. 
For well I know she long will weep 
Her lover's death, St. Bernardine; 
Oh ! take her this, a relic His, 
Which ere I left she gave to me, — 
St. Bernardine, this sacred pledge 
Of her heart's love, I trust to thee ; 
Say — / have worn it — next my heart, 
My strength declines — my life is o'er. 

• •••••• 

Then Bernardin knelt down to pray, 

But where is now poor Ernst Lamore ? 

Gone — ere that prayer hath reached the heavens, 

Yet on his lips a saintly smile 

Betrayed the heavenly spirit yet 

Within its shrine delayed awhile ! 

The heart of Bernardin was moved. 

Convulsively his tears were shed. 

While he unconsciously remained 

For long time bending o'er the dead. 

Thus musing, " Art thou gone, indeed. 
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Who wert so tender and so true ? 

The dream of love around thy heart 

Its hallowing mantle scarcely threw, 

When from each budding hope of life 

Poor Ernst Lamore, thou hast been taken, 

And thou, sweet Lilian of the vale — 

Poor gentle dove — art now forsaken ! 

My heart bleeds for thee, Lilian Grey, 

A sad task will it be to tell 

That he hath left this earthly home 

Whom thy young heart hath loved so well. 

This pledge I carefully will keep, 

A sacred relic, a love token. 

With care it hath been well encased. 

The seal by me shall ne'er be broken.^' 

After the burial of the dead. 
Hath Bernardin, with morning's ray 
Pursued the remainder of his route. 
And to Jerusalem his way 
Direct he found, and there his heart 
Was more attuned to fervent prayer. 
Than if the insignia of rank 
Himself vaingloriously might wear. 
Each hilly path — each rocky glen 
Appeared to him a holy place. 
Surrounded with ethereal light, 
Endued with supernatural grace. 
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His heart in penitence desired 
Remission for each former sin. 
That through the Redeemer whom he sought, 
Redemption he at last might win ! 
• ••§••• 

Hark ! kneeling on the sacred ground, 

An anthem falls upon his ear, 

A sacred chant, that well proclaims 

Again the angelic choir is near. 

And these the tones that while he heard 

Alternate rose, alternate fell, 

Until the harmonious strain appeared 

From heaven's blue vast qoncave to swell ! 

Chant of the Angels. 
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Hark ! the glad Hosanna ringeth. 
That proclaimeth peace on earth ! 
Jesus, first-born of earth's children 
Heraldeth the Heavenly birth 
Of each heart that trusteth in Him ! 
Now begins the reign of love. 
Pilgrim, cast thy sorrows from thee ; 
Trust to Him who from above, 
Still His loving followers guideth. 
And their path directs for ever; 
He who gave His life to save them 
Will forsake their footsteps never ! 
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" Hark ! the glad Hosanna ringeth, 
*' That proclaimeth Peace on earth, 
" Jesus, first-bom of Earth's children, 
" Heraldeth your Heavenly birth \" 



Bebnabdin returns from his Pilgrimage. 

CONCLUSION. 

What thoughts are his, whose foot doth stand 

Once more within his native land. 

When long and dreary years have cast 

Their shadow over all the past ? 

When scenes again before his eye 

Fadeless within the memory. 

In all the pristine light appear 

With which they shone in former year ? 

The glassy lake, the mountain high. 

Whose snow-clad summit meets the sky. 

The village in its calm repose. 

The antique church which doth impose 

An air of sacred peace and rest, 

Summoning the way-worn and opprest 

To seek a sanctuary within. 

And wean them from a world of sin, 

What thoughts are his? Oh, they must be 

For him whose childish years were free. 

Despite of time, whose soul is bright. 





The restorers of fair dreams of light, 
Of lovely visions long time known 
Through Fancy's picturing alone, 
And yet, where'er his steps might roam. 
The guiding stars that led him home ! 

Alike, yet different they are 

Seen through the vista of long years. 

Shadowed by grief, bedim med by tears, 

Thus the priest Bernardin doth stand 

Once more within his native land ; 

Not as a lordling now he came. 

Enrolled in the proud lists of fame. 

To whom the humble peasant bent. 

Yielding submissively assent. 

Whose wish was law, whose stern decree 

Was but by him pronounced, — to be. 

Oh no ! as humble monk, he now 

Must humbly pray, renew his vow 

Of stricter fast, more holy life. 

That he may quell his inward strife, 

And find at last true peace divine. 

Such art thou now, O Bernardin ! 

Yet when he doth recall past years, 

His heart breathes sighs, his eyes shed tears, 

For every step reminds him well 

Of what in youthful years befell. 

Onward he treads, appear ere long 
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Some villagers^ and one among 
Their number will at times delay, 
With the good monk brief word to say ; 
With them he doth stray converse hold, 
Many the tales these good men told 
Of all that their dear lord had done ; 
*^ A new life he hath long begun, 
Scarce can we count his good deeds o'er, 
Like blessed rain on earth they pour." 
" That bodeth well,'' said Bernardin,, 
" For well I know the time hath been 
When, as a stern, proud man, and cold. 
The peasants did his lordship hold." 
" Ah, Sir, that time hath passed away. 
Yet I remember well the day 
That prayers with him had useless been ; 
'Tis said the monk, St. Bernardine, 
Who is devout as monk can be 
Through fasting, prayer, and chastity, 
The evil spirit in his soul 
Exorcised, thus made pure and whole 
As Scripture saith — he changed his life, 
A blessed change, to love from strife, 
Ay ! through that selfsame priest doth he 
Work saintly works of charity ! 

BERNARDIN. 

Then the good priest resideth near? 
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PEASANT. 

He did reside, alas ! a year 
Hath run for us its circle round 
Since he hath trodden o*er this ground ; 
When first I saw you, I have said, 
Here Bernardine again is led, 
For ye be like as ears of corn. 
Or twins upon the same day born. 
But from your asking quest of me 
Concerning him, that cannot be. 
Good evening, Sir, I must away. 
For night succeeds to twilight grey. 
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Our pilgrim's glance around was cast. 

To Merdon's cot he came at last ; 

From far he hears the howling blast, 

And he must needs a shelter seek. 

Till brighter skies around him break, 

A sad commission hath he there, — 

The heart of one both good and fair 

To overshadow with that woe 

That only young fresh hearts can know, — 

The eyes of him to fill with tears 

Long-stricken in the vale of years. 

" I would," he said, " that such commission 

Were not to-day my grievous mission ! 

Here is the spot I heard them tell 
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With sorrowing hearts their last farewell, 
Heard her sweet, soft, low voice declare 
Her heart his thought should ever bear ; 
I come to tell such thought is vain, 
That on the earth her love's bright chain 
By fate's dark hand hath sundered been, — 
Such task is given thee, Bernardin. 
Ah, the shower drives, I must within. 
What voice is that which doth begin 
To pour its sweetness through the air ? 
And through the fire-light glimmering there, 
Near her old grandsire, I can see 
That child — so beautiful to me ; 
She sitteth at the old man's feet. 
And turneth from her lowly seat 
Her eyes' soft radiance upon him, 
But see, their light with tears is dim. 
She thinks of one whose life is o'er. 
The wanderer, young Ernst Lamore !" 

Lilian's Song. 

" There's music in the early morn 

When life and light and joy are born. 

There's music in the evening hour, 

When the butterflies rove from flower to flower. 

But say what music in all the dale 

Can compare with the song of the Nightingale ? 
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" There's music within the woody groves — 

In the flowering glens, and the sweet alcoves, — 

There are sweet tones that pass us by 

Floating like magic minstrelsy, 

But where shall you hear so sweet a tale 

As the song of the lovely Nightingale ? 

" The wind hath music, now loud, now deep. 
Now zephyr-like, lulling the child to sleep. 
Now whistling, as if some fay or sprite 
Whispered, in passing, Good night. Good night : 
But say, can its roar or its gentlest wail 
Compare with the song of the Nightingale*? 

^^ Is there a bird that wings its flight 
O'er land or sea like the bird of Night ? 
And tell me which of the feathered choir 
Breathest such gentle or fond desire ? 
The robin hath lays for the wintry day, 
And the lark bears us up to the skies away, 

" The cuckoo forewarns of the coming spring. 
When unseen through the woods she takes her wing, 
The raven hath direful notes of gloom 
Whose sound foretelleth an ominous doom. 
The seaman lists to the lone petrel. 
To his ear it chanteth a low, deep knell. 
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" But the Niglitingale's note o^er all hath power, 
In the shady glen, in the silent bower, 
To the lonely one wliose love is lost. 
To the stricken heart long tempest-tost, 
To the pure in spirit whose eye is bright. 
How sweet the song of the bird of Night V 

MERDON. 

Thanks, Lilian, thanks, for that sweet song. 

In truth thy voice is very sweet. 

Blest be the Heavens who here hath led 

To our poor cot your wandering feet ; 

To wait on an old man like me. 

Is scarce a fitting task for thee — 

{^Listening. 

1 hear a step, whose can it be ? 

[Bebnabdin enters. 

LILIAN. 

A Monk, good Father, who doth need 
A shelter from the coming storm. 

MERDON. 

Bid him come in — be seated. Sir, 
Our cottage fire is bright and warm. 
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I thank you for your kind behest. 
And for an hour will be your guest. 
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MERDON. 

Sir, should I know you ? Lilian say, 
My eyes are dark, 1 cannot see. 
Perchance it is St. Bernardine — 
A stranger long — would it were he ! 
Since he hath left hath passed a year, 

Yet report said, that Lord de V , 

On one condition was set free 
From wicked spirits, who, Hwas said, 
Around his path were ever led. 
Haunting his conscience and his bed. 
This the condition ; he should roam 
In foreign land away from home 
For ten long years, the while should stay 
The priest, to give good gifts away 
Within his lordship's castled tower. 
And day by day, yea, hour by hour, 
Distributed have ever been 
Donations through St. Bernardine. 

BERNARDiN (aside). 

Oh, good and great St. Bernardine, 
To work thus potently unseen. 

(Aloud.) 

Yet, if I understood the word 
That from your lips of late I heard. 
The priest no longer dwelleth here. 
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MERDON. 

He does not, Sir, for one long year 
From home he hath a wanderer been ; 
I thought perchance Hwas Bemardine, 
Who even now might be our guest, 
Who even now our threshold blest. 
Oh, would that we might hear his voice. 
Again to bid our hearts rejoice ! 
Oh, would the pressure of his hand 
Again might answer our demand ! 
Oh, Sir, in every single word 
That from his lips our ears have heard. 
Hath comfort — ^like to falling rain 
On barren place— that ne'er in vain 
Pours from the heavens — within our heart. 
Aye with sweet peace, had blessed part ! 

BERNARDIN. 

There's something in a good man's voice 
That ever bids the heart rejoice. 

MERDON. 

That's truth indeed. I would that he 
The poor man's friend again might be ; 
Or that our Lord, his journeyings o'er. 
Would dwell within his home once more. 
Sir, have you long a traveller been ? 





BERNARDIN. 

I have not, friend, this region seen 
For many a long and weary day. 
But now have hope to rest awhile; 
My solitary home from this, 
la scarce the distance of a mile. 

MERDON. 

Ah ! then, 'tis he ! Great God be praised. 

But yet, his voice is changed to me ; 

Your hand, St. Bernardine, your hand, 

God's blessing ever rest with thee ! 

'Tis the priest's part, I know, to bless. 

But yet disdain my blessing not ; 

For 'tis the old man's privilege. 

All silent in his lonely cot. 

To think upon the days of yore, 

And with thee they return again, 

If you in truth be him I mean. 

The honoured, good St. Bernardine ? 

BERNARDIN. 

What he knows, friend, is known to me. 
We are of like fraternity. 

MERDON. 

Then you remember Ernst Lamore, 
Or may have heard the story o'er ? 
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St. Bernardine united him 
Unto my child^ so good, so fair. 
Ah ! Sir, it was a blessed day ; 

The old Lord V himself was there, 

And gave to them rare bridal gifts — 
This cottage, and a bit of land, — 
And signed the deed with his own hand. 
My blessed child and he are gone — 
Long gone — unto the better land ; 
But they have left me one dear child. 
With sunny hair and radiant brow, 
Far from our home a wanderer now : 
Sir, did you chance to see the lad ? 
'Twould make my old heart bright and glad, 
If you could say that you had seen 
Or in your travels with him been. 

Beprest hath Bernardin a sigh, 

Almost a groan of agony, 

Ere he could answer the behest 

Of good old Merdon^s searching quest ; 

At length, in calm and solemn tone. 

He sought to make the dire truth known. 

BERNARDIN. 

Be calm, old friend, 'tis true, indeed, 
Vve seen him in the desert wild. 
When no eye marked our meeting there, 
I knelt and prayed beside thy child ! 
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MERDON. 

Then, God be praised, he's safe and well. 

LILIAN. 

Oh, Sir, say on, thou hast more to tell ; 

I know thou couldst not look so sad. 

If you alone good tidings had. 

Hast thou naught else, good monk, to say ? 

BERNARDIN. 

Oh, daughter, thou dost speak the truth, 

I marked his spirit pass away ; 

In faith it took its heavenward flight. 

To regions of eternal day ! 

His last fond blessing hath he sent 

With loving heart and soul through mc. 

To his old Grandsire, much revered, 

And Lilian Grey, this pledge to thee. 

Which hath he said by night and day 

Near to his heart he ever kept, 

A pledge of thy dear love by day, 

A charm from evil while he slept; 

Alas ! alas ! his days are o'er, 

I've watched the death of Ernst Lamorc ! 

Oh, liveth one their grief hath told. 
Who learn that in death's icy hold 
Their lovers be ; from stranger's lips 
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Hear their lifers dream is in eclipse^ 
That he hath run his mortal race 
They dreamt to press in lifers embrace, 
Hear that his earthly sun is set, 
While aged pilgrims linger yet ! 
To bow to such a stem decree, 
Resignedly to bend the knee. 
They cannot in that awful hour. 
When conquering grief asserts her power ; 
Vain task, to preach of faith sincere, 
The throbbing heart, the flowing tear. 
The deep-drawn sigh will surely prove 
Thy sovereign might, oh earthly love ! 
Oh ! counsel not — art thou a friend. 
The tide of grief will have an end, 
Delay awhile thy work of love. 
The mourner^s help is from above ! 
A never-failing friend is there. 
Who marks the tear and hears the prayer. 

The old man bowed his aged head, 
Trembling awhile, and faintly said — 
*^ Why didst thou seek the desert wild ? 
Then sobbed aloud, " My child, my child ! 
Poor Lilian Grey, like sapling tree 
That bows in deep extremity. 
When the wild storm around it rings. 
Or like the mateless dove, who wings 









In solitude its flight — to mourn 
The day on which it hath been born. 
Bushed to a chamber far apart 
To hide the deep wounds of her heart ; 
The pledge hath fallen from her hand 
Lamore hath sent from distant land. 
And falling, it hath loosened been 
From its envelope. Bemardin 
Hath ta'en it up. Oh tell me why 
Such fire is glancing from his eye? 
What hath he found ? A cross alone 
Of ivory and precious stone, 
Say unto him can it be aught ? 
Perchance, at least, he so hath thought ; 
His hand hath touched a secret spring, 
Encircled with a diamond ring, 
A line of writing hath he found— 
His throbbing heart doth almost bound 
With joy, as he this line unrolled, 

" Know, Lord de V , no bell hath tolled 

The death of her thou gav^st to me. 

For Lilian Grey is Alea V .^' 

My lips to thee have falsehood spoken. 
The child was saved, my faith was broken, 
I could not give to death the mild 
And gentle lamb who on me smiled ; 
Nor leave her unto foreign care, 
Alone life's heavy cross to bear ; 
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Oh ! my Lord Count, should He above. 

Lacking the gentle touch of love, 

Bid angels of destruction wait ^ 

To lure thee to perdition^s gate. 

Say where wert thou, oh sinful man ? 

Thou couldst not war Against Heaven's high plan. 

Oh, pray ! — perchance the Almighty's hand 

May yet avert the 
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Illegible the line became — 

Still evident the writer's name, 

It is he, Bernardin hath said — 

A well-known name the while he read. 

Rapture and joy, delight, surprise. 

Are glancing from the priest's dark eyes. 

Oh, Heaven be praised ! he said — thy light 

Dispels at length the clouds of night ; 

My hand from murder's stain is free. 

Nor on my brow will written be 

The mark of Cain for shedding blood. 

That neither time, nor ocean's flood 

May e'er erase. [Bebnabdin kneels down, 

O Lord, 'fore Thee, 
In thankfulness I bend the knee, 
Oh, be Thou evermore my light ! 
And should I stray in sin's dark night. 
As I have done, though bleak might be 
The path that led me back to Thee, 





The cheerless road^ desert and drear, 
Where winds blow chill, nor flowers appear, 
The rugged path once more Vd tread. 
If Thou my wandering footsteps led ; 
Yet ere such shadows round me stray. 
Ere night so dark eclipse my way, 
Stretch out, O Lord, Thine own Right Hand, 
And lead me to the Better Land ! 



And Bemardin hath quitted not. 

E'en when night came, old Merdon's cot. 

To express the love he gently sought. 

With which his throbbing heart was fraught. 

He strove the afflicted soul to cheer, 

Gently to whisper — " God is near V 

And as Time's winged hour flew past, 

His words a hallowing peace have cast 

Within those walls, where late alone 

The heart's intensest grief was known. 

Remaining till the wounds so deep 

Were calmly lulled by gentle sleep. 

His arms around the child were thrown — 

" For evermore,^' he said, " mine own !" 
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Hark ! the door opens — who is seen ? 
The honoured, good St. Bernardine; 
^^ I come,'^ he said, " to welcome thee 
To a far holier dignity 
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Than had you home returned to claim 
The ancestral honours of your name ; 
In spirit purified, in deed. 
From murder's stain your soul is freed, 

For this fair child is Alea V , 

And she claims precedence o'er thee. 

To title and to fair estate. 

It needeth not that I relate 

How I have heard — the when — the where — 

It is so — rouse thee from despair; 

The pilgrimage accomplished now. 

In faith sincere, if kept-each vow. 

Will give a lustre to your name 

That earth's proud peers may seldom claim ; 

Thy penance over, thou shalt find 

Not vain the study of mankind. 

Thence learning charity sincere. 

Pure Love, triumphant over Fear, 

Or sordid Doubt— can spring alone 

Within the heart — "hiii overthrown 

Hath been Temptation, when the Soul 

Hath learnt the lesson— self-control — 

Striving in humble trust to win 

Through grace from Heaven, release from sin ; 

Rising, through trials of an hour. 

Victorious o'er Temptation's power ! 

Friendless and lonely thou hast trod 

Through desert wild to seek thy God, 
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Foregoing worldly exaltation, 
Resigned to take a humble station, 
If thus alone thy soul could be 
Restored to its first purity. 
True penitence our Lord forgives, 
Behold ! thy brother^s child still lives ; 
Oh, Bemardin ! thy brother, too ! 
You knew him not, when he knew you." 

BERNARDIN. 

My brother ! oh, my brother ! thou ! 
My confession who hast heard, my vow ! 
Nay — but I knelt his grave above. 
Shed penitential tears of love. 
And ' 

ST. BERNARDINE. 

False was the tale thou hast been told, 

I breathe the breath of life — behold ! 

Upon this picture cast thine eye. 

Still dear unto my memory. 

That beauteous youth, so good, so fair. 

Thyself it was ! 

ll}ravnng a miniature from Ms vest, 

BERNARDIN. 

My brother — spare ! 
Oh, spare the torturer^s pangs, and tell 
Briefly how such strange tale befell ! 
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ST. BERNARDINE. 

When my loved, beauteous wife had fled 
To Heaven — to earth my heart was dead, 
My one fair child to thee I sent, 
In cloistered walls my knees I bent ; 
Yea, almost a fanatic there. 
Days, weeks, nay years, I spent in prayer ; 
I, as Franciscan monk am known. 
The name of Bernardin my own. 
On my behalf — some friend hath said 
That I was numbered with the dead ; 
When from my long trance I was free. 
In priestly garb I sought for thee ; 
Lived in thy near vicinity. 
Heard that some secret stinging grief. 
For which no time could bring relief, 
Harrowed thy soul — and ventured in, 
To God, to Heaven — to Peace — to win 

Thyself — my brother ! 

[St. Beenaedine covers his face with his hands. 

BERNARDIN {gasping foT uttevance) , 

Oh, what word. 
Confession direful, thou hast heard ! 
The iron eats into my soul ! 
Lord God, have mercy ! Oh, control 
This passionate, convulsive throe 
Of agony my heart doth know. 
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With the mere thought my deeds to thee 
Are open ! 

[Bebnabdin turns his head away, 

ST. BERNARDiNE {interrupting). 

As to God they be, 
My brother ! Bernardiii, forgive ; 
My child, my lovely child, doth live. 
Mine was the wrong — the error mine — 
Her love to seek — that once was thine ; 
My brother, it is over now ! 
Thy sin is cancelled by thy vow. 
The name of Him who sits above 
In Light encircled round, is Love ! 
Angels — Archangels chant the strain 
That saith, no sinner pleads in vain ! 
Our Father as our Judge is He, 
And wide His arms unclose for thee ! 
Oh, Bernardin ! my heart is wrung. 
My utterance faileth me, my tongue 
Articulation would forget. 
Brother ! mine eyes with tears are wet ; 
There is no word in Heaven or earth 
To tell the thought that now hath birth 
Down in the depths of my heart's core, 
I love thee — thousand times love more 
Than had I never heard thee say 
How once — a lost sheep thou didst stray — 
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From out thy Father's fold. Return ! 
To clasp thee to my heart I yeam^ 
Mine arms around thee to entwine^ 
My one sole wish — ^my brother ! — mine ! 

[St. Bebkabdike opens his arms to embrace 
his brother. 

No voice was heard — no speech — no sounds 
The brothers heart to heart were bound ! 
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